The Romantic Movement

or digestion, have to be induced by medicine. There are artists
who have to drink the cup of poetry in order to create. Shake-
speare was a draught or potion to a Verdi, a Delacroix, a Berlioz.
Until the drama worked in them, they were actors with no part
to play. A reading of poetry as a means to induce the necessary
trance of inspiration, this is in sign of what aeroplane designers
would call a difficulty in climbing. No contempt for them is
inferred in this criticism, for in such a case, flight, once achieved,
was as easy and sustained as in any other comparable feat of the
imagination, but the mechanics of this descent of the godhead
into human form categorise the manner of its functioning and
set the particular instrument to one side or the other as belonging
to one of the divisions of the human spirit.

It was when the visual world began to grow ugly that there
arose this sentimental longing for the past. And this coincidence
in time was more than a mere symptom of disease. It was, even,
participant in the virulence of that attack and burned with the
first, and original, revolutionary fervour. An age of reason was
coming again to the earth and then, only too soon, was smothered
in the bourgeois virtues; while exhibiting, at the same time, a
spate or extraordinary tide of military glory. The cooling of this
white hot or Romantic fervour ended in an early and miserable
death for many of its protagonists. The fate of the three great
English poets of the movement need not be mentioned here;
but there are so many parallels to be found in Germany, and in
Central Europe, that this self-immolation, if that is to say, we
allow tuberculosis or insanity to be the results of deliberate over-
strain in persons of a febrile constitution, is the probable cul-
mination, more than only a coincidence, in Romantic art. The
living death of Heine; the madness of Holderlin; the suicide of
Lenau; the insanity of Schumann; the death, in patriotic rebellion,
of Petofi; and, in a duel, of Pushkin; the melancholy end of
Micldewicz, the other great poet of the Slavonic world who, after
the extinction of his genius in exile from Poland, died in Con-
stantinople during the Crimean War, trying to help in the attack
upon Russia, the hereditary enemy of his country; here are some
of the climaxes, or apotheoses, of the Romantic movement. Its
tendencies are contradicted only in a few persons of frugal or
peasant stock, for example Verdi, who with his unerring instinct
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